REMINISCENCES

give him credit. A phrase of his which I heard of at
the time it was uttered, has lived in my memory ever
since. He was giving evidence, I think before a Com-
mittee of one of the Houses of Congress, about some great
financial enterprise which had suddenly broken down.
61 saw,' he said, 'that the time had come for every man
to drag Ms own corpse out.' I have heard some kindly
things told of Jim Fisk. He had sprung from the
poorest beginnings, a ballad which was popular in New
York during the zenith of his notoriety declared that in
his early days

You used to peddle buttons, Jim,
At seven for a cent.

He came from Brattleboro in the State of Vermont, and
there in his happier days he made comfortable provision
for his old father and set him up in a home secured
against all the ups and downs of speculative financial
enterprise. We have not, I think, had quite a Jim
Fisk, so far, in our British speculative world; but we
have had some speculators who were just as reckless
and unscrupulous as he, and who were certainly a good
deal less original and amusing.of originality in it. I never
